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Within, without, and round the citadel !

A new-formed faction does your power oppose;

The fight's confused, and all who meet are foes:

A second clamour, from the town, we hear;

And the far noise so loud, it drowns the neat.

Abbas, who seemed our friend, is either fled,

Or, what we fear, our enemies does head:

Your frighted soldiers scarce their ground maintain.

Mor. I thank their fury \ we shall fight again :
They rouse my rage ; I'm eager to subdue :
'Tis fatal to withhold my eyes from you.

\Exitwith the two Omrahs.

Enter MELESINDA,

Mel. Can misery no place of safety know ?
The noise pursues me wheresoe'er I go,
As fate sought only me, and, where I fled,
Aimed all its darts at my devoted head.
And let it; I am now past care of life;
The last of women, an abandoned wife.

Ind. Whether design or chance has brought you here,
I stand obliged to fortune, or to fear:
Weak women should, in danger, herd like deer.
But say, from whence this new combustion springs ?
Are there yet more Morats ? more righting kings ?

MeL Him from his mother's love your eyes divide,
And now her arms the cruel strife decide.

Ind* What strange misfortunes my next life attend!
Death will be kind, and all my sorrows end,
If Nourmahal prevail, I know my fate.

MeL I pity, as my own, your hard estate:
But what can my weak charity afford ?
I have no longer interest in my lord:
Nor in his mother, he : she owns her hate
Aloud, and would herself usurp the state.

Ind. I'm stupefied with sorrow, past relief
Of tears ; parched up, and withered with my grief,